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Members of the Club are hereby notified that The 2002 Annual Generel Meeting Club
will e place in the Church Fouse Tnn, Church Street, Dublin 1 on Thursday 21° November
2002 at_9-00pm (following the annual “bring and buy’ gear sale at 8:00).

Proposed Agenda

1. Minutes of last year's mecting, (Published in Winter 2001)
2. Presidents Address
3. Treasurer's Report
4. Meet Secretary's Report.
5. Librarian's Report
6. Publicity Officer's Report.
7. Hul Warden's Report.
8. Training & Development Officer’s Report
Chaimerson's Repor
10. Motions — sumccuomwpmrmw
11. Election of Pres
12 Elecion af Counetof ‘Management. Chairperson, Secretary, Treasurer, Meets
Scereary, Librarian, Publcty Officer, Hut Warden, Traming and Development
Officer and Ordinary Members.
13. Election of Auditors
14. Election of Archivist

Under the Constitution of the Club any two members may submit a motion for consideration
at the AGM. Such motions must be notified to the Secretary (Kevin Hutchinson) not less than
14 days prior to the AGM. Only full members of the Club are entitled 10 vote at the AGM. All
members are welcome to aiend

ANNUAL GEAR SALE

The now annual and popular “bring and buy” gear sale will take place at 8.00pm on the night
ofthe AGM ie Thursday 21° November 2002 in Church House Inn.

- SUBSCRIPTIONS

‘Your annual subscription is now due. The rates for 2002/2003 will remain unchanged. This is
0.2 proposed reduction in the insurance element of the MCI subscription, which will
offset the proposed inerease in the MCI fee.

Joint Membership: €65
Single Membership: €40
Hardship/Student: €35

he Club year is 1" Oct t0 30" Sept. Send your cheque or give your cash to S¢ O*Hanlon, 61
Hillerest Park, Dublin 11, as soon as possible



the last two months? Shiny happy climbers. Never before have so many been pushing their
grades 5o late in the )cnr More people climbing in Dalkey. Glendalough, Doncgal, the
Burren, Fairhead e(c in Scptember than in June. All in stark contrast (o the doom and gloom at
the time of the Summer Newsleteer,

With happenings in the club well documented in the latest “OfT the Wall” offering, there’s
litle more to be said. One late note of congrats well worth adding is to Sile and Moira who
climbed Spillikin Ridge in Glendo last week. Nice one! Though Sile had already led the route
some weeks earlicr, this was a clean (redpoint?) ascent, She just gets better and better

‘The Hut: Continuing tremendous work by Ermie. The Hut is in ereat shape and was much
admired and appreciated by those attending the joint meet in mid Scpt (many Dublin bascd
climbers who had never been there and kneiw little about it). Could lead to some more
bookings. In the meantime, good progress is being made on the sale of the Forest. All will be
reported to members at the AGM. Anyone know where we could purchase suitable
mattresses? Cheaply of course!

mining: RCL/SPA: Many membersar contnuing the work ecded (0 complce these
qualifications. At least 7 y pursuing R

imporiant fo he fuure development ofthe club that members mmp\cm e qunhfcanons
Everyone who has done the training and assessments believes it's worthwhile — gaining new
skills, practising those rarely used, the theory of climbing safety, getting rid of bad and sloppy
habits. 1f you haven't done so already. you should consider doing this training At the recent
‘meeting with the MCI Exccutive the IMC agreed to nominate a representative to BOS. A job
for the incoming Training & Development Officer

Committee membership: A number of officerships will become vacant at this year's AGM.
Anew Training & Development Officer, new Publicity Officer and Librarian will be required
-atleast. Al full members are eligible to go forward. The vitality of the club depends on
members contributing. As Kojak would say... Think About I

Mecting with MCI: A meeting between the MCI Excutive and committce members of the
IMC took place in August. Among the items discussed were MCI annual fees, electoral
procedures, fixed equipment policy (incl bols), Training, the Hut and MCI Insurance.

The meeting was very useful and gave the IMC a worthwhile opportunity to put forward
views on important issues affecting climbing

Wedding Bells: Congratulations to Martina and Brian. A great weekend's celebrating and
climbing was ad in the Burren.

Tnjuries: Spare a thought for Steve Hallahan, James Aitken and Paul Cullen s they all
recover from injury. And good to hear Bill Hannon and Gerry Moss are rapidly returning to
full fitness. Good wishes. emails, cards, phonecalls o a personal visit can aid recovery

A Parting Shot: Afier 3 years of newsletters the editorial baton must pass on at the next
AGM. A heartfelt thanks 1o all who contributed i that time. And please, please, please
continue to write and provide photos to the incoming Publicity Officer.
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GOLA. This beautiful little island, uninhabited since the 19605, lies off the Donegal coast,
just a short distance out from the village of Bunbeg. The name probably derives fiom Gabla,
though there are those who maintain the island was once home to a colony of soccer-loving
Italians. Well, whatever about the origins of its name, there is no doubting Gola's high
standing in the hierarchy of Irish climbing venues. This is hardly surprising - for a small
island it has a wealth of climbing. Tts short coastline boasts numerous headlands and inlets,
many of them with fine sea-cliffs, composed of the soundest of granite. There are climbs of
all grades and all aspects here, in a variety of impressive surroundings

But the climbing is only part of the story. The litle campsite is idyllic: a level stretch of
machair, with low hills on either side, a sheltered bay and beach o the front, a small lake to
the tear and, in the distance, beyond the deserted village, the dim blue hills of the Donegal
highlands. There is 1o better way to round off a day’s climbing than with a swim from the
litdle beach, followed by a leisurcly drum-up.

Among some North American Indian tribes ell is envisaged as @ place where no birdsong is
ever heard. Gola, then, mus: be close to their idea of Heaven. Certainly, I can never visualise
that little camp-site without hearing the sweet, gentle piping of oyster-catchers, the soothing
bubbling of the cuckoo, the joyous trilling of larks and the cheerful twitering of swallows.

To spend the evenings yarming around a campfire is another great Gola tradition. There is
always enough driflwood 1o be found lying along the shore (o provide suflicient fuel for the
night. As the dusk thickens the lights glowing faintly on the mainland emphasise the island
isolation from the hustle and bustle of everyday life while, overhead, the stars outline the
tounded summits of the nearby hills. And nothing more intrusive than the waves sucking
softly at the beach below impinge upon the senses. All serene

But for how much longer? The days may be numbered for this island paradise. Plans to
connect the island o the ESB grid are afoot, and may have already come to fruition; a'Gola
Way'is mooted, zs is 2 hostel, to cater for the for the welkers it would attract. Some of the
former inhabitants are contemplating renovating their old homes with a view 0 renting them
out; one new holiday home was erccted in 2000, there may have been more since. Up until a
couple of years ago getting a boat out to the island hinged upon a loose armangement with
local boatrmen, now one of them has had the initiative to establish a formal ferry service from
Bunbeg, with scveral sailings daily during the summer. And the new edition of the Doncgal
guidcbook, which is on sale here and across the water, includes, for the firs time, details of
the climbing on Gola Island. Given the popularity of our offshore islands with visitors from
overseas, Gola could so0n be overrun, as most of our islands arc, during the summer months.
Indeed, 50 heavy is the traffic (o the Great Blasket, that there is talk of introducing a limit o
the number of visitors allowed out to that island each year

E

So, if you haven't been to Gola yet, you should strongly consider going out there soon. The
months of spring and early summer are best - midges can be a problem on the campsite during
late summer and autamn if there is no breeze. But if you do go during Springtime waich out
for nesting birds on some of the cliff-tops



Planned IMC meets to the island were cancelled this year and last, due o unsettied weather.

ut perhaps we were overly-cautious in this, over the last two summers Donegal has fared
beter than most other parts of Ireland as segards low rainfall and sunshine. In addition, Gola,
like Malinbe, tends to escape a lot of the rain that sweeps in off the Atantic and bedevils the
‘mountains inland.

“The Club's last meet to Gola, in April 2000, was well supported and, in anticipation of the
publication of the mew guidebook, several of us were involved in pulting up new routes on
Owey wall, to complement the oncs already there. A list of these routes was submitied to the
‘guidebook committce but, along with details of other new routes, it got lost somewhere along
the way and is missing from the new guide. This is a pity, as Owey Wall is non-tidal, which
‘makes it a good option when the tide is full or there are high seas running, so [ have listed the
limbs here, and you may like to cut ou this section and pastc it in the back of the new guide
(which I'm Sure you will want 10 buy).

New climbs on Owey Wall, Gola Island.

1. Bellydancer. sb

Start at the Wostern end of the ledge system mentioned in the introduction o Owey Well
Climb onto & block and step down t0 a stance below the right-hand end of the slab lying
beneath the large overhang. Make a difficull move up onto the lip of the slab using & vertical
crack and traverse lef {0 a foothold. Move out left from bencath the overhang (crux) and
climb the edge o a belay. A elimb requiring steadiness in both leader and second

T. O"Neill, G.Moss 30/4/00

2. Giant Steps.
Start as for above. Climb onto et I;Io(,k S end up right over blocks and ledges to the top.
T.ONeill, G.Moss 30/4/00

3 Pow-row. HVS 52

Start 3m Ieft of Balor. Climb casily over blocks to the base of a erack sloping up left across
the steep wall

Strenuous moves up the crack to a ledge and finish as for Ric. 2.

F.Power, B Rowe 3

(Note: The vertical crack between Pow-row and Balor has repulsed several partics and is, as
far as Tm aware, still unclimbed

Existing Route: Balor (sec guidebook).

4.Gola Digger.

Start around the comer to the right from Balor, at the foot of the slab. Climb the slab near its
Teft edge (0 4 stance below the headwall. Up this trending lef.

G.Moss, T.O'Neill 30/4/00

Existing Route: Fool's Stairease (se guidebook).
5. Cuckoo. Severe
Start below the big overhangs to the right of Fools Staircase. Climb a short comer and move

left to a large ledge. Climb the comer immediately left of the overhang.
G Moss, T.O'Neill 30/4/00



6. The Slot. HVS Sa

Start s for Cuckoo. Climb the comer and move right to a ledge. Make an awkward move up
onothe pm‘cclmg block and climb the narrow chimney/crack through the overhangs, moving
ight at the t

0Nl G Moss 304100

7. Thin Lines.

To the left of Ree. 8 there is a wall with horizontal breaks and a flaky vertical crack. Start in
the middle of the wall, left of a crack. Climb the wall, using the breaks, then move up and
sight to finish just left of vertical crack.

T.ONeill, S. Daly, G. Moss 30/4/00

8 Dilly Dalying.  Severe
Climb the obvious right-angled comer around to the left of the Feffaturmp wall
$.Daly, C.Murray 304100

9. Heffaheart.
The groove just inside et Ch cdgeofthe Heatunp val
G.Moss, T.ONeill 1/5/00

10. Heffago.
The flake filed crack ,,m i of Heffaheart. G Moss, T.O'Neil 3074100

11 Heffabreak.  M.Severe
“The wide crack Im tight of #effago. G Moss, T.0"Neill 1/5/00

Existing route: Heffalump (see guidebook).

12. Conundrum. V Difficult
Climbs the slab to the right of /ieffahanp wall. C Murcay, S.Daly 30/4/00

Alps 2002. By and large it seems to have been a somewhat beter season than last year,
though it depended when and where you went. Peter Britton was one of the lucky ones, he
arrived in Chamonix a week before the MCI meet started and got the best of the weather.
Moira, Penny, Sile, Mary and others arived later, but still managed (o get some good routcs
Several of the Aiguilles were tackled, including Argentiere, Blatiere, Peigne, Midi,
Chardonnet, and de M and, when the weather tumed nasty, the Aigs. Rouges came into their
own as did the valley crags. I'm sure we will be hearing of these exploits over the winter
months.

Ailfroide was a popular venue 0o, and we had at least as many club members there, including
Fran, Peter, Rob, Kevin, Eamonn, Brian & Colm. The weather was better there than in Cham.
but that is 10 be expected. Some good mixed routes were climbed including the Barre des
Ecrins, along with plenty of multi-pitch rock routes.

Dermor's group were out of luck in Zermatt, howeser, with consistently bad weather ruling
aut any attempt on the on the summits. In the San Martino area of the Bregaglia. Conor and
Nicky had better luck, enjoying good conditions on the big granite slabs of the Val Masino.
Vera was in the Dolomites with Helen, where the; icked the Via Alta. Four of the
twelve days were marred by heavy rain, but they successfully completed the trip. Herbert's
rip to Austria had mixed weather, but it didn't interfere too much with their plans. John P,




John B, Paul and Brian took themselves off to the Pyrences ~ reported on in detail in their
article. | spent two weeks in Grindelwald in the Bernese Oberland, at the end of August, this
time as a walker, rather than a climber. By judicious use of the mountain railway and
telepheriques we were able to plan some very good mountain walks, in a fortnight of fine,
settled weather. All-in-zll then, an interesting season for most, and we can surely look
forward to some good slide shows between the ot

Ode to Autumn. Noef's day-trip to the Mournes attracted good numbers and encountered
reasonable weather. The abolition of the duty-free on the ferries hasn't dampened enthusiasm
for the Ireland's Eye trip - about thirty members braved the crossing for Peters meet and fine
weather ensured a full day's activity. There was a good trm out for Martina and Brian's post-
wedding barbecu, though windy weather made for difficult climbing conditions. I'm glad to
report that Fair Head wasn' totally neglected, Terry and Dave (the hottest combination on the
rock this year) had a very productive weekend there in August. That great F2 classic,
Hurricane; was among the man outes climbed - al inal  good prepasaton [or thei ip to
b meet (0 Glendalough, as we

a lovely month for climbing,
5. By all accounts the intes-lub mect was very
successful and atracted representatives from tnostofth avive clubs mroand th cauniy. The
visors were welllooked afler and tjoyed two swpr days o (he Glendalough crg in
beautiful weather. A fiting gesture by the Club to mark the Intemational Year of the
Mountain. In previous years ed the month of September for trips across the water,
to Pembroke, the Peak District, Holyhead, ctc. The fares are that bit cheaper, the cray
campsites and bunkhouses that bit quicter. On the weck-end of the inter-club meet we.
travelled over to Snowdonia. Conditions were superb, and remained so for the week. We
traversed the Crib Goch on one of those rare days of temperature inversion, when the high
tops of the Snowdon Horseshoe were bathed in warm sunshine, while the lower peaks and all
the valleys were smothered in a sea of white, flcecy cloud. All the crags were dry, even the.
Great Slab on Cloggy. a are enough cvent.

Frank, Declan, Ronan and Dermot had a good outing to Spellack, in the Mournes, before
Frank and Ger headed off to Sardinia near the end of September - it will be nteresting to hear
what autumn conditions were like n that part of the world.

Do you know what it is, but it's a gas lttle country we live in. We've just come through one of
the wettest. summiers in memory. Months of sullen skies and frequent, heavy rain had
everyone complaining. And now, after just three or four weeks of dry weather, the

weyside is looking dry and parched. The reservoirs are shrinking rapidy; bog surfaces arc
cracked and seamed for want of moisture: litle streams and large puddles have disappeared:
the ground is as hard as a rock - the rock is as dry as bone. The last weekend of the month is
with us, the Autumn equinox has come and gone, without even a hint of galcs or storms, and
September, as though it owes us one, is doing its damnest 1o finish on a dry note, sternly
resisting the Atlantic fronts advancing off the West coast. Sure, when sou think about it, we
have the life of Riley.



A recent incident on a Club meet highlights the fact that from time to time confusion can arise:
about the role of Meets Leader. To avoid this and the possibility of unfortunate consequernces,
the following notes have been approved by the Commitee:

The Meets Leader’s main role is to ensure that the Meet actually takes place. Organising
‘accommodation, transport, food if requircd, researching ferry o airline prices are all things
the Meets Leader will usually do. Often, let it be said, with help from members intending to
go. Sharing the workload and delegation are not only allowable, they are to be encouraged
and an excellent way of avoiding ‘mect-fatiguc”

The Meets Leader is not the climbing leader (if indeed there is such a role). More oficn than
not, established members of the Club will attend meets with their regular climbing partners
and will have their own plans and objectives. Different groups may ead up going 10 different
places, some climbing. some walking etc. So, having a single leadet is generally not feasible.
The Meets Leader will however ry 10 look out for new and inexperienced members to ensure
that no one is ‘left out’ and that appropriate partnerships are encouraged — “appropriate’ in
climbing terms of course!

Occasionally partcipants on the meet may 10ok to the Meets Loader to take on the role of
organising “communal” activities such &s navigation in mist, having a first aid Kit, setting up
abseils where access 5o requires or deciding when it is safer to tun back. It is in these
activities that special care is needed. These are not stricly the functions of the Meets Leader
and it is not fai for members to leave all the responsibility to the Mects Leader. Indecd, it can
be dangerous 10 do 0. As a general rule, climbing related activities should b taken on by
more than one member jointly — eg two people doing the navigation, two setting up the abseil
elc. Where safety s an immediate and obvious issue, this is cspecially important. Accordingly
when setting up communal abseils or belays, i is very imporent to cnsurc that the sceurity of
the set-up is assessed and checked by at least one other experienced climber.

Safety while engaged in mountaineering activites is primarily the responsibility of the
individual participant. Don’t overlook that and don’t assume because your Meets Leader or
partner is a better climber or has more experience than you, that you can effectively “switch-
off”

Successful and safe meets are the result of all participants taking a caring and co-operative
approach. Watch out for yourself and others. do your bit to help make the mect successful and
don’t be affaid to voice your opinion if you're unhappy with any aspect of the organisation.
You could lve to regret it Or there again.... you might not ive... o regret it or otherwisc.




Paul Cullen

There can hardly be many members of the club or readers of this newsletier who remain
unaware of the adventure that befll a group of us on Ben Nevis last March. Many of you will
have received emails at the time recording the fact of our difficulties and the subsequent
tescue of some of the group by the Lochaber Mountain Rescue Team. The events were also
teported, thankfully in a minor way, on fadio and in the newspapers on both sides of the Irish
Sea.

What you haven't seen up 10 row is a
full account here of the events of March
Lit, Now tis migh be acouried by

Tstll can' get over the fact that 14 men
were called out in woeful conditions 1o
come to the aid of our lttle group.

It was, as the cliché goes, a leaming
experience. So one reason 1 agreed to
the editors request to write a piece was
to impart some of what | learned. The
other, though, was that our editor can be
very persistent....

“This is what happencd (though some of
the details might be fuzzy after the

- - passage of six month)
Climber at Tower Gap

T was the first to arrive at our rented chalets the night before. From the veranda, Ben Nevis
glowed pink in the setting sun, and the skies were perfectly clear. By the following morni
the peak was in ¢loud and the wind was up, though the morning started clear enough. There
were, 1 think, at least 11 of us, though not all clected (o head up under the Ben that morning.
Because of the late arrival of some, we had a slightly late start - about 9 am. Lack of time
meant we didn' have time (0 go into Fort William to check the forecast (mistake)

By 11 am. when we reached the CIC hut the weather had deteriorated, but it was nothing
worse than I'd seen in this spot before. On Frank's sugestion six of us clected to do Tower
Ridgs, while the ather e decided 0 walk up e valley befor cuming o afly. Most

not all of us had not climbed this route before, 0 we were heavily reliant on the guide-
bosk: Some i must have been IcaL st this sage because bt was | p. By the tme we
tarted chimbing at the bas of (e ridgo. By now. he it was down and th wind was up




Spindrift whipped into the gaps at the side of my sunglasses, causing my eyes o water and
making vision extremely difficult. Perhaps this was just as well, s it meant that | didu't have.
10 look at the plunging drops opening up below the front-point of my crampons. 1 was
climbing with Brian and Martina, with Brian leading proficiently and speedily - no problems.
yet. Frank, Ben and Denis followed  bit behind, as Ben adapted to crampons. After a few
pitches, the weather seemed to ease and the climbing was absorbing. Route-finding was &
problem though, and so were pleased to come across two English climbers who seemed to
know the route.

Seemed! Much later, we would learn that this pair had teamed up on the Internet and werc
climbing together for the first tim; that the scemingly authoritative one had only been up on
the ridge in summer, that he was wearing tatcred clothes and a leather jacket (1); and that as a
climber, he was well-nigh incompetent

As we moved through and Brian led another pitch, this pair asked if we could oblige them by
allowing them to come up our rope. This we did, to our cost. We had seriously overestimated
their ability, and were forced to wait while they huffed and puffed up the rope. This
performance was repeated to disastrous effect at the traverse, where the delay siretched into
several hours

By now, we had problems. Not
because of the difficulty of the route,
which I felt was ctirely managezble.
‘We were running out of time, and the.
weather as we neared the top was
approaching storm _conditions. At
about 6 pm., with the last light
disappearing from the day, | joined
Brian and Martina at the top of the
Great Tower. Ahead Tay & namow

climb to the summit plateau. No
problem - if we could leave now.

But st we had o wal for the
English pait And wait v did - or
two-and-three-quarter

Leatherjacket, it was clear, was o
of his depth: in the process, he
blocked the progress of Frank's
group. But we could hardly abandon
him now

Guided by his head-torch, Brian
made an exploratory trip down the

Sl ledge, across which storm force
Eastern Traverse - in benign conditions!  yings were now blowing,

The conditions made communications between us virtually impossible; cven the loudest
shouts were instantly caried off into the cther. Martina followed and, somehow,
Leatherjacket ended up on our rope.



There was nothing for the rest of us to do but dig in for the night, and hope the moming
would bring relief, While the beam of distant torches told of the slow progress being made b

the others, the remaining four IMCers and the second Englishman dug out two shallow
snowholes on the lee side of the ridge (was there alee side in this swirling hell?)

Bad-tempered and cold from my long wait, 1 was ill-disposed to undertake this work, but
fortunately Frank prevailed upon me to scrape away with my ice-axe. Digging warms You up,
it passes the time and the hole created gives vital protection from chilling winds. Frank, Ben
and I removed our crampons and sank ourselves into our emergency bags. There were weak
attempts to pass the time by chatting or singing songs but, frankly, we weren't in the mood. 1
may have slept fitfully but by this stage it was hard to distinguish bad dreams from reality.
Denis and the second Sasanach kept cach other company a few yards away

A year earlier, 1 would have swore silently if [ heard a mobile phone ring on a mountain-side
On this evening, | received its purring with licf, not only were we within range, but the
phone was fully charged. I reassured home that things were ok, and got & message (© the rest
ofthe group down at sea level.

Come daybrezk, the storm was still t its peak. Frank, Ben and myself discussed our aptions.
We could soldier on across the narrow ridge and up to the plateau, o we could abseil down
from the ridge into Observatory Gully below. Or we could call rescuc.

The atracious weather ruled out any further ascent. Abseiling was a possibility, but we were
unsure of the conditions in the gully and short on gear since we were separated from Brian
and Martina. After some toing and froing, we decided to call rescuc.

They at first told us that the best option was to abseil down into the gully. However, five
minutes late, they rang back to order us to stay put. The decision had been taken out of our
ands. Mountain rescue ws coming and we'd be down drinking Guinness by noon, they
promised. It was § am.

In fact, it was to take the first of the rescue team five hours to reach us. Initally, in ignorance
of how awful the weather was at the top, they had intended to put & helicopter on the summit,
from which the team would descend to our position. But this option was quickly ruled ou,
‘and the team had to come all the way on foot.

I all, T was 10 spend 20 hours in this exposed spot. Foolishly, we had pulled ourselves out of
the rescuc bags first thing in the morning. Now, with our crampons on, we were reluctant to
get back into the bags. As a result, I think some of us were near-hypothermic by the time help
came at lunchtime. Al least we had enough food and water and - once aid was coming - 1 was
not in any doubt that we would come out of this okay.

Soat 1 pm. the lead rescuer, Roger Wild, arrived out of the mist. He was all business and
it clfciccy. t was clee b we e all ok if e exhausied.n thse condions, the
plan 1o top-rope us up to the summit was out of the question. Doug set at
consruting o complex snow belay fo an bsel poit (memo st remerber to eicve my
ice-axc) and it was 2 p.m. before we were ready Lo gel going.

Tl never forget the experience of absciling down his 100 metre ropes in these conditions. In @
state of near-exhaustion, it was all [ could do to keep the rope moving slowly through my
belay device. The wind blew the rope hither and hither. pushing me far away from the sheer




ice-slope and into a world composed only of air and savage spindrift - Major Tom how are
ye!

It took three such belays on the long rope for our group o reach the relative safety of
Observatory Gully. I'm doubtful now whether we could have rescued ourselves using our 50
mere ropes in those conditions - but lets face i, we'll never know.

From here, it was a relatively easy walkout to the CIC hut, whcn. the team gave us a warming.
cup of tea. It was comforting to hear experienced rescuers say this was one of the most
Gilficul rescus thy had (ke purt n, because of the aetohed condition. Mzybe they soy
that to all the boys!

Driving winds pushied us all the way down the valley, and we reached the carpark just after
dusk. The adventure ended with a brief appearance at the police station and the comfort of hot
drinks and a hug from our waiting friends

Also there to meet us were Brian and Martina, who had succeeded in dragging Leatherjacket
up to the summit plateau by about midnight the previous day. The winds there were so strong
it was impossible to walk After a bitterly cold and miserable night - no possibility of
digging snowholes on this terrain - they found their way down on their own steam early the
next moming

Most of us suffered a little frostaip in our fingers and toes; in my case, it took weeks to

disappear. Afterwards, we made a small contribution to the Lochaber Mountain Rescue Team,

though this seemed  hopelessly inadequate way of marking the efforts they had made on our
half

So what went wrong? Well, we didnft take sufficient account of the, \mm» oz We
it take suTcient account of sh abily v nd experence of everyon We
it al sty (he guidebonk cnaugh. We staed e 100 e We i vt o
cnough. We got entangled with two other climbers about whom we knew nothing and for
whom we bore o responsibility. We probably should have made a judgement call carlier in
the day and twmed back.

Against that, we did some things right. We took the correct emergency action; we carried the
correct equipment for a night out on the mountain; and we got the right messages out. Most of
all, we came home safel

That's just my view. Others might have a different one. But [ think we all know we were
forunate.

Here is a copy of the email circulated to club members by Martina Walsh a week or so after

the events deseribed above:

i folks
Very Brief synopsis of events of Tower Ridge. Ben Nevis, Thursday 14th March and Friday
15th March. (My version of events - as 1 figure you wil get at least 8 versions of events for
ihis one!). Firsily, aside from some cold fingers and foes - everyone is fine.

The story...



Two groups of three set off o do Tower Ridge on Thursday - forecast was bad for Friday
{with high winds forecast) and alright for Thursday.

Group 1 - led by Brian Rowe, Paul Cullen and Me
Group 2 - led by Frank Power, Ben March and Denis (Kerrigan?)

We encountered two English climbers moving very slowly a short distance wp the ridge and
they managed to get in between and engrossed i our two groups. The winds picked up as ihe

d on and route finding was quite tricky. [l leave out the detail here bu the end
result was that split up with Brian, 70 1 on one side of
the crus and the other five on the other side at about 1 Ipm.

The group of five decided 10 stay put for the night as the winds were fierce and we continued
on (0 the top of the route and got t0 the top some time later and ther walked off the mountain
Both English guys had people set o call the rescue if they weren't back by 9pm, and the rest

of the IMC group dovwn in the valley were getting worried until they were called at 11:30pm

‘on amobile phone 10 say that everyone was fine.

The group of five dug snow holes on the top of the Great Tower and sat still until daylight. 1t
was decided i0 call ou the rescue at this point.

Rescue arrived (0 the worst winds they had ever seen at the 10p of the Ben, decided it was (oo
hazardous o iry and top rope the lads to the top of the mountain and so they set up an abseil

Jfrom the Great Tower down into observatory gully on the left hand side of the ridge - three
100 metves abseils later (at 6pm that evening) ihey were in the gully and homevward bound.

The winds were so strong that it was not possible to walk o the t0p of the mountain - I've
never experienced winds that strong before and it was very cold. Spindrifi was really awl.

As [ say - this s an extremely brief (and diplomatic) summary, and I'm sure there will be
many different versions of events and details forthcoming from all involved.

Thanks for allthe concern expressed....... Martina

Tower Ridge in Summer Conditions




BECAUSE THEY. ARE THERE!

cicty are pursuing their
esearches 1 e they wil ot veglet o econ the na-mounisinecring achisenens of

When the savants of the Irish Mountaineers and Explorers Historical

Conchobhar O"Shaughnessy,
that it was O’Shaughnessy ko Tl h Futanal Lo of Climbing which states v
Equipment muliplies 5o as 10 fill the time available for is discussion. The brilliant flash of
inspiration that led to this intellectual breakthrough came to O"Shaughnessy when he was.
unwinding in one of the watering holes of Chamonix after his epic solo ascent of the West Face
ofthe
In his youth O’Shaughnessy spent much time roaming the Macgillicuddy’s Recks of his native.
Kerry but like Alexander he yeamed for new worlds to conquer and he set his sights firmly on
the Alps Thers s one diffuly, money. Like the s f s who sined their Alpine carers
when the Celtic Tiger was merely a glint in its father’s eye he was chronically hard up. How
couldhe gt ogehe the prc o a i cke o the Alps> You will e 1 suid i icket. I those
culators and their client local councillors, who in the fullness of time qualified
er account, could afford to travel by air. Being a cute Kerryman he knew the
quikest vay fo mako mony was (o gt ob on  bulding i i Londan s ot he headed [/
an asyou
Kerryman mw/wr being cut. £d] 1 know, 1 know, but ke Horse and Currige, Lo and
Marriage. tradition demans that Cute and Kerryman go together. BO'F ]
One ahard day’s graft Conchobhar was relaxing in e pub with his navvy mat
when an acgument developed as 10 who wes the best man with a pick and shovel. Some it
was Big Mac fiom Mayo, others that it was Ginger from Gurranbraher while stll more swore:
that Daniel O'Donnell, the hunk from Doncgal, would wipe the floor with the lot of them
Voiczs were raised and tempers flared but before a riot erupted someone suggested having a
comgetion ot tho sgume. Therles e quicly gred.The e uld be e
who could dig out three cubic yards of carth quicker than anyone clsc using only pick and
- i competitor would chip in a fiver, the winner to take all. |
chance each building site would organise a local event and the wi
Al England Hole Digging Final to be held on St Patrick’s Day on the sle of Dogs. Our hero,
Conchobhar, made it to the final
Word of the competiion spread and a huge crowd assembled to watch, Bets were laid, pints
downed and favouites cheered to the echo. Al the papers from the wbloids to th suid
dsheets such as the Ti ers cover the event. Even the BBC let
its hair down and had Richard Dimbley on site to give a running commentary. The Starter's
whise b, picks dug it the anh,shovels woked frouslyand sol flw ot of e ols
¢ rock and ash spewing from Vesuvius in the throes of an eruption. At fist the diggers were
e and neck but as the minutes ticked by and muscles wearied it became clear that the winner
would be Dan from Donegal, Big Mac or the rank outsider Conchobhar from Kerry. The tension
mounted and the crowd went wild, yelling and cheering on the protagonists. With a shout of
twiumph Conchobhar tossed the last shovel full of clay out of the hole and the timekeeper
declared him the winner, beating Big Mac by a margin of 41-03 seconds.
ad got his second wind and quenched his thirst with a pint he was brought before the
cameras to be interviewed by Richerd Dimbley. “Tell me, Mr O'Shaughnessy.” he asked, “why
do you dig holes”" Wiping the froth of the Guinness from his upper lip Conchobhar replied,
“Because they are nof there. >

®

Barry O'Flynn



Reflectons on a walk in the ( uillin of Skye

ileen Murphy
Grunnda to Greadaidh. That was the plan. It sounded good, had a nice ring 10 it s tune
played incessantly on my subconscious. | couldn’t escape from it, Summer 2002 was in full
vindictive mode. One failed attempt on the ridge already bul maybe success on this route.
could somehow (il the weighing scales back in the right dircction. A s0lo route from the
Cortie of the globe o earth to the mountain of the thrashing and the whipping. An earthy
woman of the world seeking another tough physical challenge! If could manage that route, |
would be a happy camper indeed.

From our campsite at Glenbrittle on the Isle of y husband Peter had tied to dissuade
me suggesting we go on a visit o Tallisker Dlsullzry instead. 1 had been watc
weather all week and the famous window in the cloud appeared to be opening up. | was
tempted. He reminded me that the last time I headed off in such circumstances, I was arrest

by the Guardia Civil. On that occasion, the atiraction was the crater on the summit of Mt
Teide in Tenerife, accessible only to those with valid summit permits. [ had just about
survived the intensive intercogation by the Spanish police. The Turlough Dubh Gap and the
Inaccessible Pinnacle would be a mere doddle after that! No sooner was I ready to go than
the heavens opencd up, the mist rolicd in from the sea and the Black Cuillin were yet again
shrouded in thick mist.

‘The 10 year old Talisker single malt drowned any sorrows we had about the weather, the
Distillery tip proving to be an interesting distraction on a wet and misty Skye day. No better
place (o indulge a new found taste for the distinct peaty flavour than in the shadow of the
mighty Cuillin

We headed north to the Old Man of Storr and Mac Leods Tables where that long awaited
window suddenly revealed a magic vista of mountain scenery on the southern horizon. And
what an ineredible sight is the Cuillin Ridge when it reveals itself in its entirety! A dream
vision indeed full of promise and climbing apportunitics if scized at the right moment or a
“glimpse of the promised land” 5o aplly described by that renowned early pioneer, Charles
Pilkington . With 20 peaks over 3,000 and rising directly out of the Atlantic Ocean, is it
any wonder that the Cuillin dominate the skyline from all directions! It represents the center,
the hub of Skye while the spokes are the wing like 7 provinces of Trotternish, Minginish,
Sleat, Du\nmsh Bracadale and Watemish. The winged isle or Oilean Sgiatanach has a heart
of true grit and character - a volcanic centre, formed as a result of a gigantic intrusion of
oo ok rom deep within the carth’s core.  There are many conflicting interpretations
about the derivation of the name Cuillin. The main Geelic claim is for Cuillionn-mara, the
sca holly whose bluc flower outline the jagged peaks are said to resemble or Cuillionn, the
prickly holly tree itself. The Welsh would prefer to think it i derived from the word “Cool
which means wasteland. However, it is more widely accepted that this long castellated ridge
of mountain so prominent and striking a feature from the sea was named by the Vikings after
their “Kiolen” or high mountain plateau back in the heartland of the Norwegian fjiords,

et in the midst of this majestic scenery, lurks a sadness, a memory of cruel times. The
forced evietion in the late 18" Century of 34,000 local crofiers and their subscquent
deportation to Canada and Australia should never be forgotten. The plaintive bagpipe tunc
“Cha till mi twille” or “We shall retu no more” stil echoes through the deserted glens and
valleys of Skye




The forecast was changing by the minute. The only certainty about Skye weather is its
uncertainty. 1t is the product of an ever changing relationship between sea. wind, mountain
sky. By virtue of its proximity 1o the Atlantic, the Cuillin massif has its very own
constantly evolving micro-climate and that t00 can vary hugely in time and place. There was
talk of a reasonably settled spell but by the time we got back to Glenbritle, that familiar veil
of cloud had yet again wrapped itself around the mountain tops. No point hanging around and
waiting for a fictional clearance. | decided to go for it. Up to Coire Lagan and through the
Bealach a Choire Ghrunnda. The route fiom Grunnda to Greadaidh includes some of the.
most challenging climbing along the ridge. Over the previous three years, I had walked and
scrambled various isolated sections but had neither abseiled into nor climbed out of the TD
Gap. Neither had | completed the scction from the the top of the Stone Shoot to An Stac. |
had walked away from the In Pin on a fabulous Summer day in June 2000 because the queue
fooked 100 long and 1 wasn't confident enough to go solo. I should have been banished
exmanently to- Squrr Ghreadaid for thrashing and whipping afler that debaclel  Why
couldn’t [ have been patient and just waited my twm? Two successive attempts since then
have both been marred by sudden and deteriorating wet weather. Perhaps, it might sudd
improve now and the mystical cloud might just lift and allow me to get on with the planned
toute. Nothing ventured, nothing gained. | was confident of my escape route. Sure, it would
all add up to another experience and maybe next vear the complete ridge?

The ridge itself s no more than 9 miles in total length but it comprises 18 main summits, 14
of which are over 3.000ft The exposed and unrclenting nature of the scrambling and
10,0001, of ascending make it the longest and finest climb of its type in the Bridish Isles. It
was considered to be an impossible feat, “a feat of the Gods” or one that only some form of
swperhuman could masier il 1911 when it v complted in 12 hows by Shadbolt and
MacLaren. Today, the average time (in favourable conditions) between the two end summits
s 10-12 hours but of course the challenge of setting records will .m.ys inspite the lunatic
fringe of fell runners to keep pushing out the limits of human endurance. The record is now
an unbelievable time in the region of 3hour 30minutes! Superhuman indeed!

As I reached the summit of the Bealach, the symmetrical basin of Coire Ghrunnda opencd up
below me, its aquamarine hue in vivid conteast o the colour xtures all around.  Lying
desolate and alone in a rocky cradle, 2400 feet above the Atlantic Ocean, it is protected by
the mighty towering spires of Squrr Alasdair, Tearlach and Mhic Choinnich.  Alexander
Nicholson, Charles Pilkington and Jon McKenzic, pioneers of the mid nineteenth century and
the st o scale these summis, ca et peacefully in the knowiedge that thy. will be
ver in these lofty pinnacles. Despie its height and inaccessibility, Coire

“The polished, barren_grey rock and the harsh, desolate physical
landscape are pgmcny softencd by the rich variety ul mountain fora tha tiive in overy
crack and crevice: sea campion, rose-root, wild thyme, lady's mantle and blucberry, dwar
Junier and purple mounain axifaga, | frs visied s Al plce i June 1098 1t was
rst day walking in the Cuillin. ‘The plan was o follow 2 route from Glenbritle to
Lough Cormuisk via Coire Ghrunnda and the Gharbh Choire so inspiringly described by Seton
Gordon in his 1929 book “The Charm of Skye”. We sat there consumed with awe in the
midst of this high sided rocky amphi-theatre in the lap of Sgurr Alasdair. Our solitude was
suddenly broken by a greeting from behind.. A man in his mid-fifics and cager for a chat and
some company. A passionate Cuillin enthusiast, he had made a lone trip to Coire Ghrunada
from South Afica every second year since 1957 Obscssive or what? And slowly his story
enflded, We lisined ity o the stony of the wragic death of his best frend whilst on a
school mountaineering outing in February 1957.  The slabs below Sgurr Alasdair where the
accident happened were reflected perfectly in sl st warrs o s kA plch of sch
symmetry, solitude and serenity had withessed the tragic death fall of a 14year old boy who




seconds earlier had heroically dug in and held the rope to break the fall of the teacher and his
two companions. Of the four who headed out that morning, he alone remaincd conscious. He
was reliving the experience — a young teenager catapulted into the role of a one man rescue
team in Winter blizzard conditions.  Alone and fiightencd, he had made his way out of the
corrie and summoned help below. He thanked us for listening to his story, the fist time in 42
years he had recounted it to another human in this place so heavy with memories. It was
obvious he had left part of his soul in this lonely corrie all those years ago. A chance
encounter in time and place would weave itself forever inlo my own emotional experience of
this unique place.

The Bearty and Tranquility of Coire Lagan

1 felt good, scrambling with casc on the rough gabbro rock up from Coire Ghrunnda to
Bealach An Garbh Choite. The friction afforded by this gritty volcanic rock was a joy (o
experience. The mist was now swirling all round, clearing one moment to reveal the lake
below and thickening just as quickly to enfold and bathe the hills in moisture. Another
curain of mist rolled in from the Garbh Choire. It crossed the pass and slipped into Coire
Ghrunnda where it was quickly dispersed yet again by the warm air in the cortie below.

The mist and moisture were now dominant thriving and happy clements in their own
landscape. Reluctantly, 1 would have 1o respect their authority and be controlled by their
moods.. Whatever about absciling into, climbing out of the T Gap would be foolhardy in
these conditions.  The escape route took me around the Alasdair/Scumain screes up to
Bealach Scumain with a final airy scramble up to the roof of Skye. Sgurr Alasdair stands
alone and proud 3,257t high, a proud chiefain _inspecting his fine clan of warriors. No
i ication of majestic views on all horizons but a deep inner satisfaction of having
travelled this far alone. Late onc evening in June 2000, I had sat here with a group of friends
soaking up the immediate views of spires and pinnacles whilst we watched the sun set over
the Outer Hebrides 40 miles to the north west. - We sat there for an hour or more wanting to
v every Tt miute of th eductive orther Mid-Summer light Out vista extended




east to the Red Cuillins and across the sea to Torridon , south to the inner isles of Rhum, Eige,
Canna , Soay and Mull of the hills znd north across every summit and bealach of the great
Cuilln ridge to the final, masterful, distinctive peak of Sgurr nan Gillean.  Only 24hours
earlier, we had nearly reached its summit having almost completed the scnsational Pinnacle.
Ridge route from Sligschan via the Baisteir Gorge. We had abseiled out of the third pinnacle,
scrambled up and back climbed down Knights Peak when one of our group became very ill
and just could not go on. We had no option but to descend a gully on the east side and leave
Seurr nan Gilleen for another day. And that day came unexpectedly on an otherwise dull and
wet June Bank Holiday Monday in 2002. 1t was one of those perfect Cuillin days when the
mists part and roll away slowly (o reveal climbing possibilities one dared not imagine. On
that day, our group sat contentedly on the summit, satisfied in the knowledge that for once we.
had beaten the fickle weather forecast. No Cuillin Ridge but Pinnacle Ridge would be enough
1 give the required edge to those pints in Carbost later on!

All Smifes after a great day on Pinnacle Ridge, Sgurr nan Gillean

Now the only sound s silence and the intensity of concenteation as I pick my way from  the
summit (o the top of the Great Stone Shool. And just in case | am tempted to relax, the
swirling mists part momentarily to reveal the next serrated and splintered section of the ridgc.
The caric silence is broken intermitenty by the strange and plaintive echoes of voices and
falling stones on the chute below.  All alone at the top of the Stone Chute and contemplating,
what o do next. Just me and my faithful companion, 2 copy of the Traverse of the Cuillin
ridge by Gordon Stainsforth, As recommended, | climbed the vertical groove about 20feet on
the south side of the Stone Shoot before attaining the main ridge of Squrr Thearligh and then
Conouring sround on he Cormsh sideThis was no my fs solo walk i he Calin bt
was the frst time 1 had felt 5o exposed and vulnerable. My heart was certainly beating with
an et syt It was oberiogceieshing, berting nd Fighening ol f ance, The it
had by now given way to torrential rein. | was the slippery edge, delicately
pcking my sy nd iy aware of th sheer ops on o S There s ot e
faintest hint of a track. Was | walking blindly to the edge of an abyss? | was psychologically




extended but still in control. Fear and courage coming together and compelling me on. 1
checked m compass but because of magnetite in the rocks, I couldn’t trust it completely. 1

e for some clucs, something familiar. Wouldn't it be consoling (0 be able to
o i omebody here on the edgE of e world? . Progress was extremoly Sow with
much delicate manocuvering on challenging wet terrain. Finally and with great relicf, |
reached the relative security of the Bealach Mhic Choinnich. Plans would have to be re-
assessed but sure this was the Summer of 2002, Another unachieved objective (0 add to the
growing list!

Typical Condition on the Cuillin Ridge

I continued along Collies Ledge avoiding the Kings Chimney and the scramble to the summit
of Mhic Choinnich. A this stage, I had been out 7 hours and would s0an be expected down
n the campsite. | had to be honest with myself and acknowledg that ther was no joy i
continuing. in these conditions. The An Stac screes were just below somewhere in the mist
but were calling me to descend. No jarring of the knees and delicately picking ones way
through rough stone ground. Just dig ihe heels in and go with the flowing scree. Almost as
effortless as a fast downhill ski run. | had strugeled up these same screes just 6 weeks
previously . On that occasion 00, the weather stopped play. No In'Pin but we attained the
‘modest summit of Sgurr Dearg followed by a descent of its western spur. Now it was such a

pleasure o effortessly ski” down and reaquaint myself with Coire Lagan

Twould not be punishing myself by continuing on to Squrr Greadaidh. Afier all, it had seen
enough hardship in its day. According to legend, this was where the young men who were.
being groomed for chiefdom were taught a harsh lesson about the precise location of clan
boundaries when taken up 10 this summit for the ceremonial whipping. The In Pin would
temain just that and the TD Gap?? Well, | would have to show it more respect and not even
dream of going it solo. That 30 map of the Cuillin on my kitchen wall would taunt me for
another year at least. Grunnda to Greadaidh would have o inhabit the land of dreams for
some time (0 come ~ mantra that would live on and hopefully inspire another day




As part of having a milestone birthday this year, | wanted to set myself the goal of climbing
Mt Rainier, which is do-able, but known to be challenging. My husband Bill and 1 signed-up

n January with a company called Rainier Mountaincering Inc, who are renowned for putting
Jou through 2 ough assesument before Iettin you cven atemp the climb, and il um you
back at any point if you show signs of flagging, so we had been training hard since then - stll,
Iwas quite nervous during our training and assessment. We had to do some fast hiking on
snowy terrain, show off newly acquired skills with ice-axe self-arrest, controlled descent of
steep snowy slopes, rope management and o on. However we did pass, and retired to our
lodgings to pack, stretch, and gt lots of lcep in preparation!

We stayed that night in the lictle town of Ashford, a 45-minute drive from the start of our
climb at 5,000, a place called Paradise (indeed it is quite nice there!). We were incredibly
lucky withthe weather — it was overcast on our training day, but the next two days were
radiant and sunny with litle wind

Sunday momning we started the climb, slogging through soft snow to start with, passing
families with children who had come 10 'visit the mountain’ and who gazed at us curiously
our heavy gear beside their shorts and sandals. The terrain got broader and steeper with
every step as we ascended the flanks of the mountain, until eventually we were beyond even
the snow-boarders and most of the skiers. We hiked for about an hour at cach stretch wnh a
short 'maintenance break' during which we adjusted clothing, drank and ate, and were
further instructions in safety, the rest-step, and pressure breathing. | was immensely e
for every extra minute of training I had done to prepare for this effort! However when we able
o snaich a look, we saw soft clouds stretching out below us with peaks emerging here and
there, atreless view.

i 2
Petfect Climbing Conditions on Mount Rainier







